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It was one of the coldest winters in Berlin, made worse by the fact the central heating never worked and it 
was a known fact, hence they depended entirely on the furnance, and in Nick's case it meant he depended on 
Blixa bringing inflammable things home and setting fire to them, which he'd of course took far too great a 


pleasure in, and then repeating the cycle when they needed reheating. 


Blixa was just back in the house burning logs and stacks of dated daily papers when he'd turned to talk to the 


frozen popsicle lying still in his living room. 


"Nicholas..." Blixa shook his head at the lump of long hair and anguish lying on the sofa. "You haven't written or 
played or listened to any music for a few days now, you're stuck on the same pages of the new book | got 
you, and | noticed you don't even watch films with me, you just look over emptily like you don't process any of 


it, and not just because they're in German..." 


Nick groaned. Not just because they were German *art* films either and he felt like Blixa understood the 
scene a lot better when it came to German art. It was just like with a lot of things these days, Nick was 
slumping into a period where he couldn't apply himself to anything, other than the basic self-care he still did 


maintain. 
"Should | be concerned?" Blixa asked. 


"lts just this fucking weather, I'm starting to miss Australia other than through the lens of nostalgia, for 


once." 
"But you really got me thinking.. You're never this stumped. It's almost Christmas, shouldn't you be happier?" 


"Dunno.." Nick said, and despite the inconclusiveness of what he was saying, his tone suggested he got truly 


engrossed in Blixa's question. 


Nick was not someone you could mistake for someone who is particularly Christmas-y in character, and he 


could name you logical reasons for it Too. 


He liked singing even as a child but couldn't care much for singing Christmas carols, ever since his experience 
in the boys’ choir concluded in him never being promoted. Christmas songs on the radio were offensive with 
their attempt to lull everyone into mindless contentment and TV specials were equally as tasteless and it was 


hard enough to turn him onto anything on the telly, or the radio, as it was. 


Family dinners were.. alright, but that was all he could say for them. Christmas didn't make his food taste 
better than on any other evening, and he'd always passed on the evening's special, a fucking turkey of course, 
they most certainly still tasted dry and awful even if the extra ingredient had been love. Catching up with 
more distant relatives outside his core family felt contrived and their stories changed little with each year. 
Secrets spilled with siblings and cousins over eggnog took wings very easily and were much less easily 


forgotten. 


Was that it then, was Nick simply suffering from Christmas blues, a secret shame which had plagued so many 
people during the happiest time of year? Nick wasn't convinced so he'd tried to jog up some happy Christmas 
memories, like the time he'd first helped mummy bake gingerbread men, when he was finally deemed old 


enough to not try to tempt fate by touching the stove. 


Growing up with religion made him grow into a moody and awkward - even if occasionally offbeat - young lad 
during his early years. The end of the year was a time to dress up nicely and appear on his best behaviour to 
make up for the rest of the year. He wouldn't dare to ask for anything, so there was no such thing as a 
Christmas list for him, but although his demands weren't high and he could have been easily satisfied, he'd 
ended up getting things he really appreciated, like a sled he really wore off one year, or even a puppy. 


Curling up with a puppy's worth of body warmth would be good right now, but the heating taking effect was 
comforting enough, ‘I'm not dead’ being the first thought going through Nick's head when his temprature 


stabilized. He'd wondered that lately. 


He looked at the back of Blixa'd head and his tight rubber clothes - so beautiful and other-worldly, like no one 
he'd seen before, man or woman - truly one of a kind, not only by his chosen name. Whatever it was that 
seperated him from most people made him maybe the closest person to Nick, but like Oscar Wilde's words 
about that the love that dare not speak its name, Nick was more than often quiet about it. Blixa smiled, 
oblivious to Nick's train of thought - a smile which made Nick smile back at him - but Blixa had more in mind 
for Nick. He went into the kitchenette, coming back with a mug and putting it in Nick's hand Nick caught the 


smell of cocoa and cinnamon. Really?.." 


Blixa smirked and looked back at Nick, "Yes, really, it's made with real cocoa and cinnamon. If you're willing to 


try it 
Nick nodded at the cup. "Nice." 
"Don't say you don't want it," Blixa quipped. 


Nick smiled gratefully and drank the mug, sipping at it. That cup is perfect, he thought to himself. "Thank you 
Blixa," he replied "That's something | didn't think about." 


Blixa moved to the sofa and put his legs over Nick, not even taking his boots off before, and Nick pretended to 
frown unsuccessfully, not looking very convincing with a cup of cocoa in his hand and in the company of the 


other. 


Nick said nothing. He just chuckled, drank a few sips of the cocoa, and fell back in his cushion. Blixa picked up on 
the nervousness in his voice and felt the touch of annoyance. 


"Really," Nick said as he turned away from the Christmas-colored plastic Christmas tree he'd been gazing at 
for so long, "why are you doing this?" 


Blixa giggled, and Nick raised an eyebrow, but he was too stunned to do anything more than shove him back. He 
didn't feel like he could get on his bad side if he actually tried. 


"Because | want to," Blixa said, like he didn't quite know why he was asking. 


Nick looked down, the expressions on his face shifting slowly to puzzlement, before he returned his gaze back 


up to his partner's face. 
"Because it makes you feel better." 


Nick looked at him then slowly closed the distance between them, and Nick ran his hand down Blixa's back, as 
the embrace between them tightened. 


Blixa gasped, his eyes flashing wildly and his breath coming in ragged gasps of air. It took a few seconds before 
his breathing finally returned to normal, and then he opened his eyes, as did Nick. Blixa shuddered in delight, 
and stroked Nick's hair affectionately, which made Nick smile. 


"Ah, you are a sight!" he said in awe, he had to work at that and catch his breath quickly. Since he'd been on a 
cocktail of drugs from Blixa, he hadn't been able to rest properly, and that sleep deprivation meant he was 
faster at saying some things than he was paying attention for. 


"A rare sight," Blixa said, glancing at Nick again. 


“Actually, it's a sight that is a sight for sore eyes," he retorted, and a sly grin lit up his face. "How's that not 
the most beautiful thing I've ever seen?" 


It was about then, that a twinkle of recognition appeared in Blixa's eyes. Blixa seemed to be listening, but he 
didn't answer. He simply laid his arms over Nick's legs and grinned, a mixture of pride and curiosity. He gently 
squeezed his friend's abdomen and smiled, lips parted, before releasing a deep exhale that echoed in Nick's ears, 
sending shivers down his spine. He then ruffled his friend's hair, brusquely, in the process, and Nick threw his 
head back, allowing himself a small smile. "Pfft," he mumbled, blushing. 


"Whatever," Nick mumbled back. 


They spent the next two hours watching television, which Nick had not done in a while. He did not hate it - it 
was entertaining, though difficult to endure - but it did not pass the time, so he preferred to relax with his 


books. When dinner came, Nick volunteered to cook, which Blixa agreed to. 


The pair went down to the kitchen and set to work making their own lasagna, finishing their meal at one the 
oddest hours, eating slowly, talking to themselves, just in the time it takes to eat a lasagna. The evening was 


kind to them, and it was delicious. 


They finished dinner, and sat around, drinking some wine and enjoying each other's company. Even when Nick 
began to tease Blixa and feel him up, Blixa pretended not to notice. They passed the time by conversing in 
English, dancing, arguing, and laughing. And that was how they ended the night. 


When the town lights were first going up the next morning, Nick thought he heard Blixa singing an unfamiliar 
melody. A new song, to be exact. It was the most bizarre and hypnotic song he had ever heard. it sounded like 
it was being screamed out from a city of beings from another dimension, that he could not even begin to 
fathom. He could feel their vibrations in his ears as his dreams echoed back to him. He tried to concentrate, 
but the song just kept getting stronger and stronger until finally he couldn't even comprehend it anymore. 
When he asked if he was dreaming , Blixa gave him a strange look, but nodded his head. 


Blixa was dancing along to it as he stumbled around the flat. His eyes were glazed over with intensity, his body 


moving at an almost impossible pace. 


Blixa continued to blurt out lyrics in German. He watched Nick struggle to keep up. 
"This is obviously a part of the song, isn't it?" Nick teased, 


| don't think so," Blixa replied, gesturing to a vibrator he was stroking. 


